EPILO GUE

"Have it your own way/' I agreed. "It looks rather
poisonous. But animals are supposed to know what is
good for them.53 I checked, remembering certain cattle
with yew trees; and my three goats who died years ago,
in agony, because the garden-boy, wishing to give them
a treat, had fed them with rhododendron and laurel in
a kind of mash or minestrone. However, "Mithridates
he died old/' and this grey knew his way about.

He wrenched out great sprays with determined teeth;
the deep hollows above his eyes worked as he chewed.
He was content and I consoled. In the big towns and
in committee rooms, on the arterial roads and the Sussex
coast, it seems as though nothing can be done to stop
the pollution of the populations; but here, no more than
forty miles from London, the prospect was untainted
and still slept in peace.

Down the long hill we wound. I asked my way of a
dignified old man with side-whiskers and a stick, and,
after threading two lanes full of thatched cottages and
little gardens full of flowers, found the entrance to a
friend's house. I rode^up the path between palings, dis-
mounted, and knocked. My involuntary hostess-to-be
came to the door, "What on earth have you got there?"
she asked.

"A horse/5 I said. "Do you think you can put us up
for the night?"

"We can put you up, since we know you don't mind
roughing it, but we haven't any place for a horse."
"Aren't there any stables at the pub?"
"There was one, but it's been turned into a garage."
"Isn't there a farmer near?"
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